

, Thehifiory 

Vaiid. 1(1 poffible .-no loon cr got but loll, the diuel! take 
Anthenor, the young Prince will go madde , a plague vpon 
Anthenor . I would they had brok’s neck. 

Enter CreJfHow now?what sthe mattcrfvvho was hceri? 
Vand. Ah,ah ! 

C re f Why figh you (o profoundly,whersniy Lord?gone? 
tell mefweeetVnele,whats the matter. 

* 

Van. Would I were as deepevnder the earth as lam aboue. 
Cref. O the Gods, what s the matter ? 

Vand. Pray thee get thee in : would thou hadft nerebeen 
borne, I kne^v thou wouldeft be his death. O poore Gentle, 
man, a plague vpon <±Anthenor, 

Cref. Good vnckle,I beicech you on my knees, whats the 
matter ? 

Panel. Thoumuft be gone wench,thou mud be goneithoa 
art chang'd far Anthenor. Then rrud to thy father and bee 
gone from Troyltss, twill behis death,twill bee his bane, hee 
cannot bearc it. 

Cref. O you immortail Gods, I will not go. 

Vand. Thou mull. 

Cref I will not Vncle. Ihaue forgot my father, 

1 know no touch of confanguimtie. 

No kinne,no lotie,no bloud,no:fouk f<3 neere me • 
Asthefweete Troylus. .Qyousgodsdiuine, r > b 
Make Crejjeids name the very crowne of falfehood, 

]£ euet fhe leaue Troyi^.Time, force and death. 

Do to this body what extreames you cane 
Butthefhongbafe,and)builcliDgofmylotie, - • 

Is as the very center of the- earth, > 

Drawing all things to it. ilego in and weepe. 

Vand. Do,do. 

Cref. rearemy hrighthaire,&fcratch my praifed cheekes, 



With founding Traphtikl will not go from Troy, 

Enter Paris, TroyljsAtKeai\Deipheb,Antf,Dioniedes, 

'Par, It is great morning, and the houre prc(jxt 5 
F&rber dehuery so titis valiant Greeke, 

Comes fatlvpoh : good my bxox.het'Tmylua ■ ■ 
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Exeunt, 


of Troy Hus and Ctejfddet, 

Tell you the Lady what the is to doe, 

And hall her to the purpofe. 

Troy. Walke into her houfe, 
lie bring her to the Grecian prefently.- 
And to his hand whea l delmcrher, 

Thinkeit a n altar, and thy brother Troy las 
A pried there oftring to it his ovvne heart. 

Paris. I know what tis toloue. 

And w ould,as I fhall pitty I could helpe: 

Pjeale you walke in my Lords? 

Enter Pand anti and Creffsida. 

'Pan: Be moderate, be moderate. 

Creff. Why tell you rneof moderation? 

The greife is fine, full, perfect that 1 tafle, 

And violenteth in a fence as ftrong 

As that which caufeth it.how'can 1 moderate it? 

If I could temporize with my affebfions. 

Or brew it to aweakeand coulder pa'lat. 

The like alayment could I gi ue my griefe* 

My loue admittes no qualifiing droffe. 

No more my griefe in fuch a precious Ioffe. 

Enter*Yroy!u$ 0 

Van* Hcre^tiere^herehe comes* a fweete ducks* . 

Cref. Oh Troylusc^rdyliis. 

Pan. What a paire of Ipedlacles is here,tet me embrace too, 
Oh heart, as the goodly faying is , Oh heart , heauy heart, 
why fig h ft thou without breakiog ."where hee anfwersa- 
’ gaine,becaufe thou canft not cafe thy fmsrt by fricndlbippe 
nor by fpeaking :therewas neuer a truer rime. Letvs call a- 
vyay nothing, for wee may line to haue need of luch a verfe, 
We feeit,we fee it,how now lambs? 

Troy. loue thee info drain’d a purity. 

That the bled Gods as angry with myfancy: 

More bright in zeafe hen the deuotion,which 
Gold lippes blowto their dieties, take thee from me, 

' C re f H aue the Gods eimv? 

Van I,I,I,I,ds to plainea cafe. 
fief And isittruethat Jmuft go from Troy? 
vH •- • Hi. ' T foe 
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